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On the twenty-third day of the month of September, in an early year of 
a decade not too long before our own, the human race suddenly en- 
countered a deadly^ihxteiii^^l^ 



And this terrifying enemy smlaeed— 
as such enemies often do-^ 
in the seemingly most innocent • • • 
and unlikely . • • of places • . • 



In Mushnik's Skid Row florist's shop— soon to be known, as the cho- 
rus so aptly sings, as 




The Little Shop of Horrors! 



Tell your mama 

Somethins's gonha get her . . . 
Everybod/d better 
Beware 



As the iiKHEnk^ light enters the shop, Mushnik Is reading die latest 
news about the strange ain4 unexplained total edipse that has recently 
occurred. 



Meanwhile, downstairs in his slovenly, plant-filled apartment, 
Mushnik's nerdy and clumsy, yet totally likable assistant, Seymour 
Krelborn, is conducting business as usual . . . disastrously! 
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As Seymour begins to pick up, from outside the baseniefit window he 
hears the sound of high heels clicking in the distance, a sound that al- 
ways sets his heart a-thumping. There, walking past the bums sprawled 
out on the sidewalk and the cats picking through the trash cans, comes 
Seymour's Number-One Object of Affection * . . Audrey! 

Dressed in her usual black dress and fishnet stockings, this morning 
Audrey is also sporting a black eye, which she tries to pretend isn't there. 
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Mushnik knows the probable cause of her black eye. 



Audrey, is that sreasy boyfriend of yours 

beating on you again? rm beginning to 
think he's maybe not such a nice boy! 



Audrey is sweetly pliilosopfii& 



You don*t meet nice boys when you live 
on Skid Row, Mr. Mushnik. 



Just then, Seymour ciomte up from 
downstairs carrying a precaiiliiisly 
balanced pile of clay pots • • • 
and he trips. 




CRASH! 



Seymour, look 
What you Ve done 
to the Inventoiyl 



Sony, Mr. Mushnik! 



IS 




Seymour, always keen to fashion trends, asks Audrey about her "new 
look." Meanwhile, Mushnik ponders the state of his dying flower shop. 




Hi, Audrey. You look radiant today. Is that new eye makeup? 



Oh, God! What an existence I sot. Misfit employees, bumSiOn the 

sidewalk, business is lousy ... my life is a living hell. 



The day has clearly not started out well. 



13 



I love s^sins 
backup in 
movies* 



Beats worldnl 




Seeing our chorus (Crystal, Ronette, and Chiffon) hard at play hanging 
out in front of the shop, Mushnik goes out to let off steam. 



You urchins! 
No loiterins! 
Ybu shoatd l9e 
in scliooll 



We weren't 
loiterins. 



We Ye on the 
split shift . . . 



RiSht 

We went to 
school 'til 
the fifth grade. 

Then we split! 
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With the help of the street people;, the girls sing out spul-wrenchingly 

about life on Skid Row. 
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Audrey walks into the street and joins 
in. And as Seymour sweeps up his mess 
inside, he wails. 





The bums, winos, girls on the 
split shift, and decent working 
people aU ajple^ oii om dliii^ > « 



We just sotta 9Bl butia Skid Row! 



A passionate and moving 
scene it may be, but no 
amount of passion can move 
custoiiiefiB ii^ Miiiliiiik^ 
Flower Shop. Business is not 
bleak— it'a nonesdsteiit! 




As the hours — and any potential customers — pass by, SeymOQf, 
Audrey, and Mushnik do what they always do • • • wait . . • 
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. until Mushnik can take it no longer. He has outwaited all hope. 




Six o'clock and we haven't sold so much as a fern! 
Don t bother comins in tomorrow* Tm closins! 

KAPUT! 



But you can't! 



Seymour quickly but gently suggests that maybe the firm should 
move "in a new direction." Audrey, who knows what this "direction" is, 
starts explaining it to Mushnik as Seymour rushes downstairs to the 
basement. "You see^ 11^ Miidiiij^ strange and in- 

teresting plants Seymour's been working on— if properly displayed— 
could attract business!" 
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Seymour comes upstairs cradling a strange 
and sickly-looking plant. 



I'm afraid it isn't feeling verv well today. 



Miishnik is bewildered. 



What kind of weirdo plant is that, Seymour? 



I call it an Audrey 1Wo. 



Then, to Audrey, he says 



hope you don't mind. 



After me? 





Seymour tells Mushnik it is some kind of unidentifiable Venus fly- 
trap, but that it might atuact customers if they put it in the window. 
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Mushnik thinks they are both loony. 




The customer is quite intrigued by Audrey II and asks Seymour where 
he obtained such an exotic specimen. In a hushed and trancelike voice, 
Seymour tells the group the mysterious tale of how Fate and a Total 
Eclipse of the Sinn ]^^g|i# liim and Audrey n together. 




Do you remember that total eclipse of the sun several weeks ago? 
Well/ 1 was walking in the wholesale-flower distrtet IhM! day, and I 
passed by this place where this old Chinese man sometimes sells me 
weird and exotic cuttings . . . 'cause he knows that strange plants are 
my hobby . . . when suddenly there was this total eclipse! 

•.#* 
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And when the 
light came back, 
this weird plant 
was just sitttns 
there . . . stuck 
in among the 
zinnias. 

Wow! What a 
strange arid 

Interesting 
plant! 



I could have 
sworn It hadn't 
been there 
before, but the 
old man sold it 
to me anyway 
. . . for a dollar 
nlnet/-fivel 

Keep the 
change. 

What change? 
You only gave 

me a dollar 
ninety-five. 
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. . . says the customer, as he turns to leave without buying anything. 
Mushnik, Audrey, and Seymour look at each other in disappointment, as 
the almost customer walks toward the door. But— wait a minute— 
suddenly the customer turns around and »a)^ • • • 



mm 
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Oh ... I might as 
well take fifty 
dollars' worth of 
roses while Tm 
here. Can you 
break a hundred? 

Er, no. 

Well, then I'll just 
have to take twice 
as many . . . 



83 



... he says, handing Mushnik a $100 bill! Seymour, Audrey, and 
Mushnik can hardly believe their luck! And then — miracle of 
mifaeles — anothtt eostomer siees Audfey n in the window and walks in. 
Then another and another and another ... all of them buying flowers on 
their way out, until the $hop is finally sold out! Mushnik is ecstatic. 




My God, rd never have believed It My children, Tm taking us out to 
dinner! 



rd like to, Mr. Mushnik, but I sotta date. 



With that sleazy nosoodnik? 



Seymour is crashed. 

Seeing Audrey put on her coat, Mushnik and Seymour wish that she 
would change her mind. "I'm telling you, you don't need a date with him. 
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You need major medical/' says Mushnik, as she bids them good night. 
Mushnik is just about to tell Seymour to come along with him anyway, 
when he notices Audrey II has wilted and looks very bad indeed. 



VbuYe not going any- 
where, Krelborn! You 
stay right here and 
take care of this planti 



I told you it's been 
giving me trouble. The 
Audrey Two is not a 
iieatthy sir!. 



Strictly betv/een us, 
neither is the Audrey 
One. 



Out on Skid Rim^ the winos light Bi^ aiiiit bi^^ beside them. Other 
bums crawl into their makesliift cwdboard houses, clutdiing their 
brow^n-bagged bottles. 

Downstairs Seymour gazes up from his basement window to Audrey's 
tenement window across the street. He sees her struggling to conceal her 
black eye Com GrMfiipid eye makeup, and gazes up at her with 
painful longing . . . 




But remembering Mushnik's orders, Seymour returns to the trying 
task of getting Audrey II to grow. Nothing, not even The Guilt Treat- 
ment, seems to work. 




IVe given you sunshine, 
IVe given you dirt. 
YouVe given me nothing 
But heartache and hurt. 



Frustrated, Seymour gives 
up for a while and starts 
straightening his room. He 
picks up some dead roses and 
the thorns prick his finger, 
which starts to bleed. 



Damned roses! 




While rummaging around for a Band-Aid, 
Seymour sticks his bleeding finger in his 
mouth and makes a sucking noise. But 
when he takes his finger out of his mouth 
he still hears the sucking noise! As the 
bright red drops of blood ooze from his 
finger, Seymour can't figure out where the 
sound is coming from. 



Slurp! Slurp! 



Then he looks down and sees the plant. It is making the sucking noise, 
its lips pursed together and moving like the lips of a tiny baby pleading to 
be fed. Seymour is shocked, and curious. 




Slurp! Slurp! 

WHAT? 

But as Seymour turns 
away to put on a Band-Aid, 
Audrey II closes its mouth. 
Intrigued, Seymour removes 
the Band- Aid and holds his 
hand, and his bleeding 
finger, right above the pod. 
Audrey II opens! 



Seymour now tries a trick: He 
moves his hand up and down very fast. 
With amazing reflexes, the plant opens 
and shuts. Seymour catches on. 
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And with that, he squeezes a few drops of blood into Audrey II's 
pod— and it laps up the blood like a puppy after a biscuit. 

Seymour is slightly sickened, not only by his own action, but by 
Audrey II's response. He turns to go upstairs, but then thinks, "Ah, 
what the heck ..." 




Suddenly the dirt in the can pushes 
up like a small earthquake, its roots 
begin to push through, the coffee can 
begins to shake, then bulge. New buds 
form and then burst into leaves . . . and 
in seconds Audrey II has become a foot 
and a half tall! 



I guess a few drops of blood couldn't 
hurt— long as you didn't make a habit 
out of it or anything. 



He then turns again and goes upstairs, 
not hearing the strange rumbles coming out 
of Audrey II's can. 
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... as he finds himself 
in the radio station 
waiting room with some 
rather eccentric people. 

All the excitement gets 
Audrey II feeling mis- 
chievous . . . 




Within days, Audrey II's remarkable 
growth is reported in the papers, and 
Seymour becomes a minor celebrity. He 
is asked to go on Wink Wilkensen's 
Weird World radio show and talk about 
Audrey II, which is healthy and living 
in a big new pot. 

Seymour, who now has Band-Aids on 
all ten fingers, is very protective of 
Audrey II . . . 



. . . but Seymour keeps Audrey II from acting out its baser instincts. 
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Back at Mushnik's, which now has a sign reading "Welcome to 
Mushnik's — Home of The Audrey II/' Mushnik has just heard Seymour 
finish the interview by mentioning Mushnik's Flower Shop. Just then, 
Audrey rushes in. Her black eye is better, but one of her arms is in a 
sling. 
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Audrey is clearly in a quandary over 
her boyfriend. Thanks to him, she's got 
a black eye and now her arm is in a sling - 
and that's because he likes her! She 
shudders to think what he'd do if he ever 
got mad. 

That evening, from the frilly Wool- 
worth's curtains of her Skid Row tene- 
ment, Audrey looks out and dreams of a 
new life, a better life, with Seymour. 



We'd live in a beautiful matchbox 
house . . . 






A place where Seymour 
could mow and weed . . 



And rd look just like Donna 
Reed . . . 
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Back down to earth, in Seymour's basement, the awful reality is that 
Audrey II is demanding to be fed, fed, fed . . . 
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Several weeks later, business is booming at the flower shop! Mushnik 
has completely redecorated the place — with real formica on the 
counters, refrigerated display cases with twinkling lights, fake antique 
trimmings, the works! 
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Mushnik, meanwhile, is totally swamped. 



r^'- — 1 



Yes, Mrs. Shiva. 
No, Mrs. Shiva. 
RiSht away, Mrs. Shiva. 




For Mushnik, the thrill of 
business has caused him to 
overlook Seymour's health. 
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As Seymour and Audrey prepare the order, Audrey suggests that 
Seymour do something nice for himself — now that he's successful — like 
buy some new clothes. She says sheil even go shopping with him. 



You'd be seen with me 
. . . in a public place 
like a department 
store? 



Sure! 



Tonight? 



Oh, I can't tonight 
I've got a date. 




Seymour is crestfallen; he grabs the arrangement and leaves the store. 
Mushnik has heard the whole thing and tries once more to get Audrey to 
give up her boyfriend. 



Again this date? Some 
date. A date gives you 
a corsage, not a multiple 
fracture. I'm telling you, 
Audrey, he ain't a good, 
clean kinda boy. 

He's a professional. 

What kind of profes- 
sional drives a motor- 
cycle and wears a black 
leather jacket? 
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This kinda professional 

drives a motorcycle and 

wears a black leather 

jacket . . . 

Orin Scrivello — 

a sicko professional. 

And greaser. 
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Later that evening, as Seymour is emptying the water from some vases 
in the alley behind the shop, Orin arrives on his motorcycle, splashing 
through a puddle and soaking Seymour. 

"Hey, relax!" he tells Seymour, and then offers him some nitrous 
oxide. Seymour politely refuses. Orin helps himself. 

Audrey comes out, all dressed up for her date, and introduces Seymour 
to 3 giggling Orin, who is feeling the gas. 



I know, you're the plant 
Suy, risht? Hey, wait! It 
must be in there, huh? 




Inhaling some more gas, Orin stumbles to the window and sees 
Audrey II, large as life. 



Oh, wow, is that 
incredible! 
Whaddya call it? 



Audrey Two. 



Cute name. Catchy. 
Nice plant . . . bis! 
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Wanting to get Orin 
away from Seymour as 
quickly as possible, 
Audrey meekly suggests 
to Orin that they leave. 
Orin shoots her a 
threatening look. 



rm sorry. 



Sorry, what? 



Sorr/, Doctor! 





Having reproached Audrey, Orin turns to 
Seymour and says cockily, "Ya gotta train 
'em young, eh, stud?" He gives Seymour his 
card. "You ever need a root canal or any- 
thing, just give me a buzz, ya hear?" 

Seymour pockets the card, speechless, 
while Orin revs up the bike. Over the 
motor's roar, he cringes as Orin calls back 
to Audrey, who's seated behind him . . . 



You got the handcuffs? 
TheyYe right in my bag. 



Feeling dejected and in 
need of a friend, Seymour goes 
inside to talk to Audrey II. 

You ought to see the way 
he treats her, Twoey. She 
desen/es a prince, not a 
sadistic creep like him. The 
man's a total disgrace to 
the dental profession. 




But as Seymour starts for the basement, Audrey II's pod falls to the 
ground and, as the wide-eyed Seymour looks on, the plant cries out. 



Feed me! 
FEED ME! 



Twoey! 
You talked! 




42 



Seymour is stunned. Not only is Audrey II talking, but it is intimidat- 
ing Seymour into giving it more of his precious blood! 




Frantically Seymour removes a Band- Aid and, standing over the gap- 
ing pod, tries to squeeze a drop or two from his bone-dry finger. 



More! More! 



There isn't any 
more. 

Whaddya want 
me to do? 
Slit my wrists? 




Seymour intended his remark only as a joke, but Audrey II nods 
enthusiastically at the suggestion. Now^ Seymour is scared. 
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He tells Audrey II that he'll go 
down the street and get some chopped 
sirloin. But Audrey II is not buying. 
"Must be blood," the plant says, 
adding, "must be fresh." 

With that, Audrey II opens wide 
its pod, exposing a ferocious set of 
teeth, and starts to sing . . . 

Feed me, Seymour! 

ril make it worth your while. 



Audrey II then sends a vine 
flying across the room and around 
Seymour's neck. Spinning him 
about, the plant sings of what it 
can do for Seymour if he provides 
it with blood. 



Would you like a Cadillac car? 
Or a guest shot on Jack Paar? 





Really rocking now, Audrey II 
grabs a chair with one vine and 
plops Seymour into it with 
another. Rising to its full 
height, Audrey II now towers 
over Seymour. 



Seymour gets up, unsure of what to make of all these sudden offers of 
fortune and fame. "I have many strong reservations/' he says, "about per- 
forming mutilations/' 

But Audrey II persists. "C'mon, kid. What'll it be? "Money? Girls? 
How 'bout that Audrey?" 

Seymour suddenly sees the potential here . . . 
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"Wait a minute!" Seymour says, offended. Audrey II is suggesting 
murder. "I don't know anyone who deserves to be chopped up and fed to a 
plant!" 

"Mmmm, sure you do," says Audrey II, using its vines to turn Seymour 
to the shop window, from where he sees Orin dropping Audrey off out- 
side her building across the street. He is being his usual mean, sadistic 
self. 

As Orin parks his motorcycle, he swears at Audrey for dropping his 
umbrella. He continues cursing Audrey as they climb the stairs to her 
apartment. 

Seymour watches, staring open-mouthed. Silhouetted against the 
curtains, Orin slaps Audrey for being out of the Vitalis he needs to grease 
his hair. 

Seeing all that, Seymour trembles and clutches his fists. He is a man 
possessed, ready to do anything to save Audrey from the claws of the 
man-beast in her apartment. He turns to Audrey II. He's decided what 
he's going to do. 




Dum De Dum Dum. 
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Late the next afternoon, Seymour goes to 
Orin's office, concealing a gun under his jacket. 
As he sits in the waiting room, he can hear 
Orin's gas-induced giggles accompanying the 
screams of pain from his patient. 



Ahhhhhh! 



Orin's patient, who soon emerges from the 
examining room, is a teenage girl wearing 
Orin's latest sadistic contribution to the ortho- 
dontic sciences — a night retainer built like a 
catcher's mask. It's so heavy she can hardly 
hold her head up. She is clearly in extreme pain. 



Arshfluusssssh- 
jenkrenh! 



The girl's mother 
tries to comfort 
her. 



The Lord is 

my Shepherd, 
I shall not 
want . . . 



Orin's next patient, Arthur Denton, is a 
photo-shy, masochistic weirdo, who claims to 
have "a history of dental illness." He tells Orin 
he's sure he needs "a very long, slow root canal." 

Denton is thrilled by the mere sight of the drill, 
not to mention the drilling itself. Denton's joy 
of pain disgusts Orin so much he hauls Denton 
out of his office — "Goddam sicko!" says Orin. 
"Move it!" 

It's no fun inflicting pain on a ready and 
willing volunteer! 





With Denton gone, Orin 
turns on Seymour in an 
attempt to regain his humor. 



Would you like it if I took 
this thing and made straight 
for your goddam incisors? 



The fear in Seymour's face 
restores Orin's natural 
temper. In seconds, Orin 
has dragged Seymour from 
the waiting room and 
strapped him into a chair. 



Oo, your mouth's a mess, 
kid. Let's start with that 
wisdom tooth! We'll just 
rip the little bugger right 
outta there! 





Seymour is relieved when 
Orin suddenly remembers 
the gas. But Seymour's 
relief is premature. 



Oh, the gas isn't for you, 
Seymour. It's for me. I wanna 
really enjoy this. In fact, I'm 
gonna use my special gas 
mask. 



Now Seymour is desperate. With Orin preoccupied with the gas mask, 
Seymour is able to loosen his wrist constraints without being noticed. 



I find that a 
little gissle 
gas before we 
begin in- 
creases my 
pleasure 
enormously. 




Orin turns the gas up full and, turning to pick up an instrument, 
begins to giggle hysterically. But when he turns around, he is startled to 
see Seymour pointing a gun at him. 



What the hell 
is that? 



A gun. 




Orin is flying so high now, he begins to laugh uncontrollably. "A 
gun!" Orin explodes. "The kid's got a goddam revolver!" he continues 
maniacally. "J^sus, I'm in trouble, huh?" He tries to turn the gas off, but 
the knob comes off into his hand. This strikes him as funny. 
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Orin now tries to take the mask off, but he's too weak from the gas and 
laughter. 




With that, Orin loses consciousness. His head hits the floor with a 
thud. He's dead! 
Seymour slowly lowers the unused gun to his side. 
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A short time later, Seymour is in the alleyway behind Mushnik's, 
dragging a heavy white bag -a bag big enough to hold perhaps a dead 
dentist. 



Seymour looks 
around cautiously, 
making sure no 
one has seen him. 
Then he drags the 
body inside 
Mushnik's. 




In the still of the plant shop, Seymour pulls the bag across the floor 
until it lies directly beneath Audrey II's pod. Then, not wanting to be 
around when Audrey II devours its first one-corpse meal, he starts to tip- 
toe out quietly. 

"Chop it up!" yells Audrey II. Seymour stops dead in his tracks, ap- 
palled, "feerf me/" the plant screams again. Defeated, Seymour agrees 
and gets to work. 



Reluctantly Seymour goes into the basement and rummages around 
the tool cabinet, until he finds what he's looking for . . . an axe! The very 
sight of it makes him ill. But what must be done, must be done . . . 

He drags the body to the courtyard and, after wrapping himself in 
newspaper so he won't get blood on his clothes, he begins his gory task. 

Gritting his teeth, Seymour raises the axe high over his head and 
prepares to strike. There is a terrible sound as the axe hits bottom. 



WHOMP! 



As Seymour whacks away out back, 
Mushnik shows up at the front of the 
shop to wrap up some business. Unable 
to find the right key, he heads down the 
alley to try the back entrance. He stops 
short. 

What he sees and hears sickens him — 
for there, as in a horror movie on a big 
screen, is Seymour's ghoulish shadow, 
raising and lowering his 
sounds like human flesh 




Numb and nauseated, the old man forgets his business and turns away. 
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Thunder and lightning burst and crackle to a crescendo along Skid 
Row, and the smell of fresh corpse and blood fills the alleyways. 
Meanwhile, inside the shop, Seymour begins the distasteful task of 
feeding Audrey II a very rare Dentist Burger. 



It is not a 
pretty sight. 




By the next morning, Audrey II is haunting Seymour's dreams. In rest- 
less sleep, he can still hear the plant's echoing, eerie laughter as it eats up 
Orin in a feeding frenzy. 

Seymour awakes and hears a siren outside his window. A police car has 
pulled up in front of Audrey's house and two policemen are talking to 
her . . . Audrey looks deeply shocked. 

Frantic, Seymour dresses quickly and, once the police have left, rushes 
to Audrey's side. Audrey is upset, almost in tears, which she tries to hide 
from Seymour. She heads down the street, but finally gives in to 
Seymour's questions. 



Audrey, what did they say 
to you? 



It's Orin. They say he's 
disappeared! 

They suspect foul play . . . 

He was heavily in debt to 
certain rubber-appliance 
firms. 
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Audrey starts to cry. Seymour 
tries to make her see the bright 
side of the mess. 



Audrey, please don't cry. Would 
it be ... so terrible if . . . some- 
thins had happened to him? 



It wouldn't be terrible at all. In 
fact, it would be a miracle— not 
to mention all the money I'd save 
on Epsom salts and Ace bandages. 




But Audrey feels terrible — terribly guilty, she admits, because she had 
wished for something like this to happen. 

Seymour insists that now Audrey can go out with a nice guy, but 
Audrey says she deserved to go out with a creep like Orin. "Do you know 
where I met him? In the gutter," she says, and starts recounting her less 
than wholesome past. 

"That's all behind you," Seymour assures her, adding, "Underneath 
the bruises and the handcuffs, you know what I saw? A girl I respected. I 



still do." 





In a romantic daze, Seymour heads back to his apartment and flops 
onto his cot, on cloud nine. 

Meanwhile, Mushnik opens the shop and finds that Audrey II has 
doubled in size overnight and is positively glowing in green, good 
health. Its vines are all over the shop and it's even begun to bud! 
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Mushnik, angry and highly suspicious, quietly goes downstairs and 
finds Seymour lying in bed, staring dreamily at a photo of Audrey. 



You love her madly, 
don't you, schmuck? 
But I didn't know 
the lengths to which 
you'd go, the depths 
to which you'd 
sink . . . 

What depths? What 
sink? What are you 
talking about? 




X 
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Mushnik stalks over to the tool cabinet and grabs the axe. 




Little red dots 
all over the 
linoleum . . . 
I'm talking 
blood, 
Krelborn! 
I'm talking 
under my 
own roof! 
An axe 
murderer! 
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Mushnik is livid! 



I saw everything! 

All right! It's true. I 
chopped him up— 
but I didn't kill him. 




With Seymour's confession, Mushnik drops the axe and produces a 
gun. 



Tell it to the police! 




As Mushnik backs Seymour up the stairs, Audrey II starts to sing, "I 
think it's suppertime!!" 

Seymour struggles to think of a decent escape, until it dawns on him 
that the only way out of a life sentence is a death sentence — but not his. 
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upstairs, Mushnik becomes more reflective. "Considering the fact 
you're something of an idiot/' he says, "and the man you hacked to pieces 
wasn't such a paragon himself . . . you could get off in thirty to forty 
years. 

"And since it would be a shame if your life's work shouldn't be here 
waiting for you . . . why don't you tell me how to keep Audrey II 
healthy?" 

Mushnik is nobody's fool. He knows that Audrey II is the "lifeblood," 
so to speak, of his business. 
But Seymour, no fool himself, knows Audrey II is hungry. 




It is now several weeks later. With Mushnik gone, and Seymour left to 
run the show, the sole owner of the strange and interesting Audrey II is 
experiencing the American Dream of fame and fortune. 



Lets talk turkey! Sisn right 
here and we'll book you on 
lecturing tours. 



Everybody, it seems, wants a 
piece of Seymour and, of course, 
Audrey II! Life magazine wants 
to put him on the cover. TV ex- 
ecutives offer him a weekly gar- 
dening show. 

Even as he's chauffeured 
from offer to offer in his super- 
stretch limo, businessmen 
throw money through the win- 
dow, trying to make deals 




whenever, wherever possible. 




An entire office is needed just to handle all the offers! 
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Seymour feels battered and 
confused. On the one hand, he 
knows that if he sticks with 
Audrey II, his future will thrive. 

On the other hand, Audrey 
IFs increasing demands are 
turning his days and nights into 
a real-life Creature Feature. 

Success will only mean more 
killings! 

At last, Seymour can con- 
clude only one thing: 



No! No! This nightmare must 
come to an end! 




Awakening from a particularly harrowing dream, Seymour goes to the tool cabinet 
and grabs the axe. He knows what he has to do, telling himself . . . 



The vegetable must be detroyed! 



But as he throws open the 
door to the storeroom, ready to 
prune Audrey II to extinction, 
he sees Audrey's smock hanging 
on the wall. This gives him 
great pause. 

Forlorn and heartsick, he turns 
away. With a tear in his eye, 
once again he begins to dream. 
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In his dream, Seymour and Audrey are somewhere in the clouds, with 
Audrey in a long, flowing gown (like a goddess, to Seymour) running 
toward him from afar. It would all be absolute heaven . . . but for one 
nagging, irritating thought . . . 




Even in his dream, Seymour thinks that to win over Audrey's 
love, he must continue to ride this nightmarish merry-go-round 
of success ... 
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He must continue to sign contracts, contracts, and more contracts! 




Late the next afternoon, Seymour again finds himself in the whirl of 
media coverage that Audrey II has created. A TV van is parked in front of 
the plant shop and Seymour is being besieged by a throng of fans, re- 
porters, and photographers. 




Please! Please! 
Let me through! 



A security guard mistakes Seymour for an onlooker and pushes him 
back into a surly Skid Row wino. A scuffle ensues, and only after he has 
been manhandled and beaten up by winos and security guards does 
Seymour somehow make it inside the shop. 

There Seymour discovers a TV crew filming Audrey II for a commer- 
cial. 



Who's the best, 

the beautiful green one? 

Who's a star 

if I've ever seen one? 

Audrey Two! 

But right in the middle of the 
scene, Audrey II collapses. The 
vines wilt, the leaves sag, and 
the pod sinks to the floor. 

The announcer is aghast. He 
yells at Seymour, not even no- 
ticing that Seymour is bruised 
and disheveled from fighting his 
way inside. 
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Cut! What the hell's goin' ^ 
on? What happened to 
the goddam greenery? Ll^^^ 

It just needs to be fed. 






Seymour, becoming hysterical, 
begins yelling at the crew. 
Audrey gives Seymour a dainty 
slap to bring him back to his 
senses. He apologizes and runs 
out the back door. 



I can't ... It doesn't eat plant food 
and I can't feed it right now! Just 
leave me alone now, will ya? 



I'm sorry. 




Audrey runs after him, and the TV people start packing their bags. 
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As Seymour enters the back alley, thoughts spin wildly through his 
head: "What a nightmare! If I feed Audrey Two, the plant might keep on 
killing. But if I don't feed it, and it dies, I'll be poor old Seymour again, 
and Audrey might not like me. Our dreams will all be kaput. No home. 
No kids. No puppy dog. Nothing." 

Just then Audrey approaches. 




"That's it! That's the solution!" thinks Seymour. If he does the com- 
mercial tomorrow and gets the check, then he and Audrey will have 
enough money to leave Skid Row — and the horrid plant — forever! But 
will she go with him? 



That's it. After tomorrow we 
could leave forever. 



Together. . . . ? You mean— 



Oh, Audrey, will you marry me? 
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Audrey has finally heard the phrase she's been waiting for all her life. 
With dreamy eyes, she takes Seymour in her arms. 




Oh, Seymour! Sure! 



But as they embrace, Seymour's thoughts once again turn to Audrey II: 
if the plant figures out his plan, it might get angry! And who knows what 
evil thing it would do then! 



WeVe sot to start tonight. 
We'll go to City Hall, get 
married, and well spend 
the night somewhere safe 
. . . some nice hotel! 



Oh, Seymour! 




Audrey likes Seymour's take-charge attitude. She gives him a kiss and 
then runs off to her place to start packing. 
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The shop is deserted now, as Seymour heads back in. Audrey II is still 
wilted and lifeless. Seymour stands looking at it in silence for a moment, 
then tries to sneak past it. But just as he does, a spooky, hoarse whisper 
stops him dead in his tracks. 




Feed me! 



Look, can't it wait for just one more 
night? Ill feed you tomorrow, right 
before the TV guys come, okay? 

No way, Krelborn. Feed me now! 

Seymour gulps. If he doesn't 
promise to get food, Audrey II just 
might open up and eat him on the 
spot. 



This is the only thing 
that lies between him and 
his future with Audrey. 




Okay, okay. Til run down to the corner 
and pick you up some ground round, 
how 'bout that? 

Don't do me any favors! 

It's my last offer. Yes or no? 

You sure do drive a hard bargain. 

Seymour stalks out and beats it down 
Skid Row. 



But Audrey II is not about to wait around for Seymour and his measly 
ground round. Audrey II needs blood, human blood — and knows that 
across the street there's about eight pints of it, inside a lovely pink- 
skinned and platinum-haired body — Audrey's. 

Letting out a low, devilish laugh, the green monster slides one of its 
vines across the floor and over to the phone. With another vine, it dials 
Audrey's number. 




Hey, little lady, hello! 



Upstairs in her room, Audrey is at her 
dressing table. On the bed is her luggage, 
packed and ready to go. 

Who . . . who is this? 



The deep, mysterious voice replies, "You're 
looking cute as can be." 
Audrey thinks it's a joke. "Is this someone 
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I know?" she asks. A smile lights 
her face —she thinks she knows now. 
"Seymour?" 

No, it ain't Seymour. It's me! 



The plant then lets out another deadly laugh, just as Audrey happens 
to turn around and look out the window. She can see Audrey II across the 
street. 

Its vines are writhing like Medusa's hair, its leaves flap like great pal- 
metto fans, its pod grows to mammoth proportions, and it emits an un- 
earthly, green glow that spills from the shop onto the street. 

"Oh my God!" screams Audrey, who drops the phone and rushes over 
to the store. 




I don't believe it! 



Believe it, baby. It talks. 



Am I dreamins this? 



No, and you ain't in Kansas, neither. 



Seeing that Audrey is terrified, 
Audrey II makes a play for her sym- 
pathy by pretending to be a helpless, 
dying plant. 




Audrey II's seemingly sorry state 
reassures Audrey and she takes the water- 
ing can from a shelf. Behind her back, 
Audrey II prepares for dinner. 

ni drink it straisht! 



Look at my branch, Tm dryins up. I'm 
a soner, honey. C'mon and sive me a 
drink! 

Your leaves are dr/, you poor thins. 




And in a flash, the plant shoots out a vine and wraps it around Audrey 
like a boa constrictor. 



And now it's SUPPERTIME! 

Audrey screams and 
struggles, as tendrils start 
pulling her toward the 
gaping pod. She fights 
for all she's worth. 





Relax, doll, and it'll be 
easier. Come join your 
dentist friend and 
Mushnik . . . They're 
right inside. 

And with one great 
big heave, the vines 
pull her into the pod 
and the jaws clamp 
down. She screams 
again. 



Just as Audrey is being sandwiched 
inside Audrey II's mouth, the shop 
door flies open and in rushes Seymour, 
who uses every ounce of strength to 
open up the pod. 

Let her go! 
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Seymour finally manages to open the pod just enough to get Audrey 
out. She is alive! He drags her out of the shop, kicking the fighting 
branches out of his way as he goes, and sets her on some crates by the 
brick wall. 

"Audrey, Audrey, are you all right?" he pleads. 
"Yes," says Audrey, then falling, "No." 

Consumed with guilt, Seymour says, "I'm so sorry, just so sorry. I 
should have stopped it when I found out what it lived on. But it seemed 
so cute and harmless, and then we started making money and then you 
liked me and . . ." 

Audrey is shocked. 



Why, Seymour! IVe liked you from the minute I saw you in those funny 
glasses and that little hat. If you were a nothing, or less than a 
nothing, I would still like you. 



You'd still like me if I wasn't famous? If I didn't have money? 




Seymour turns around and the man introduces himself: Patrick Mar- 
tin, Licensing and Marketing Division of World Botanical Enterprises. 
"Kid," he says, "we're gonna make a fortune together." 
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Audrey glares at him and says, "He's 
not interested." But Martin persists. 

"Picture this," Martin says in a calm, 
salesmanlike voice. As he speaks, 
Seymour is subjected to yet another 
commercial pitch — the most disastrous 
pitch ever made! 



We'll take leaf cuttings and sell little 
Audrey Twos to florists across the nation. 
Why, every household in America could 
have one! 



Seymour and Audrey look at each other. 
They both realize the potential nightmare 
this could bring. 




Whattay say, Mr. Krelborn. Do we 
have a deal? 

No! No! Keep your papers. Keep 
your contracts and your money, 
too! Nobod/s touching that 
plant, you hear? Beat it! Get 
outta here! Leave while you can! 



Martin takes off, terrified. Seymour looks at Audrey and knows what 
must be done. And he must do it himself. 



It's me that got us into this and Tm the one to get us out. This is 
between me and the vegetable. 
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Seymour bursts 
through the door and 
(aces the plant. 



Every household in 
America. That's what 
you had in mind all 
along, isn't it? 

You got it, Sherlock! 





Seymour's eyes sting 
with anger as he warns 
Audrey II, "You won't get 
away with this!" The plant 
just laughs. "I don't care 
what it takes," Seymour 
says with fierce determina- 
tion, "only one of us leaves 
here alive!" 

Audrey II's deep, sinister 
laugh echoes around the 
store. Its vines and 
tentacles fly up and wrap 
around chairs, a shovel, and 
the cash register — and it 
hurtles them all at 
Seymour. 



So come and get me, kid, 
dare you. 
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Seymour is busy ducking and running. He grabs a bug-sprayer and 
points it, then realizes the futility of scaring the plant with it. He throws 
it away, much to Audrey IFs amusement. 



Why not face it, Seymour— I am 
baa-aa-aad! 



With a defiant yell, Seymour runs toward the counter to get the axe. 
But the plant quickly entangles him in its vines and throws him down. 
Seymour wrenches himself free and lunges for the axe again. He grabs it, 
and he's just about to get up when — POW! — some of Audrey's feisty 
vines shoot up from the floor and take the axe away. 

Clutching the new weapon, the plant continues its destructive sweep, 
smashing everything from the telephone to the refrigerator. But now it 
wants Seymour. 

As Seymour stands exhausted in front of the rampaging plant, it sends 
a vine across the floor and grabs onto 
the pillar holding up the roof. "Bye- 
bye, Seymour!" Audrey II shouts out 
mockingly. With that, it tears away 
the pillar: the entire building — bricks, 
ceilings, and floors — comes toppling 
down on Seymour Krelborn. 



Bye-bye, Seymour! 
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Audrey II roars with laughter, as do its cute little pods. The shop is 
demolished. 




Standing in the alleyway, with the 
debris — TVs, lamps, and even a 
toilet — falling around her like rain, 
Audrey looks at the destruction. She 
watches, horrified, as Seymour gets 
increasingly crushed and buried 
beneath falling bricks and appliances. 



Seymour! 



Audrey gasps. What has happened 
her dear love! 
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Again the proud, exultant plant roars with laughter— but this time, too 
soon. As Audrey II laughs, Seymour's hand suddenly shoots up through 
the debris, holding a crackling power-line. Before the vicious plant can 
utter another, "Ha, ha, ha!"Seymour has swiftly touched the cable to the 
tip of one of Audrey II's nasty vines. 

ZAA-AA-PP! Instantly, Audrey II lights up like a jingling, jittery 
Christmas tree. Pods and all. A second later . . . Audrey II is no more. 

When the explosion subsides, Audrey again peeks out from the alley- 
way. The flower shop has been leveled. The evil plant is gone — but so is 
Seymour. "Nothing could have survived this explosion," Audrey thinks 
to herself. And yet . . . 

Unwilling to give up hope, Audrey draws closer to the destruction, 
peering through the smoke and dust for any sign of life. But the rubble is 
totally silent. Tears begin to well up in Audrey's eyes, as she confronts 
the inevitable. 

Suddenly, through ner tears, she can see something move. It's 
Seymour! Torn and tattered, but looking to Audrey like a triumphant 
gladiator, he walks toward her, as rays of heavenly light break through 
the haze and illuminate his path. 

"Oh, Seymour!" Audrey says, adjusting his ever-crooked glasses, 
"You're alive!" With that, they fall into an ecstatic embrace, knowing 
that nothing can ever separate them again. 
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Seymour and Audrey finally made it out of Skid Row. They were 
married in a lovely ceremony held under a flower-laden arbor in front of 
the beautiful matchbox house they bought in a bright green suburb. 



IP*, m 
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Though we'd like to say that that was the end of their story, there was 
just one thing — one little, devious thing. There was one uninvited guest 
at the wedding. A little one, yes, but one whom Seymour and Audrey — 
and the world — would come to know all too well. 

There it is now. Down among the zinnias. Just to the right of the 
pansies. Come over and say hi to . . . 




. . . Audrey III. 
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